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The Merry Widow 


Author's Notes: 

It took me forever to get this one out. It feels like Nve been working on this for ages. | was asked to do more 
cross dressing Vince, | was happy to oblige P. It went in a slightly different direction that | thought it would 
though. 


Oh God, | can't believe I'm actually doing this. How do | always end up in these situations? Fuck, what if someone 
sees me dressed like this? It isn't safe, | should never have let Nikki convince me that we should move this 


freaky shit out of the bedroom. Especially right in the middle of the day. 


Fucking Hell! What was that? Did something just move out there in one of those bushes? Shit, shit, shit! What 
if its a photographer? Those paparazzi have been getting fucking bold lately, it wouldn't surprise me if one of 


them was lurking in our yard. Jesus Christ, | can see the headlines now: 


MOTLEY CRUE SINGER AND BASSIST CAUGHT IN BIZARRE SEX GAME: PHOTO SPECIAL PAGE 3, TOMMY AND 
MICK GIVE US THE SCOOP PAGE 5 


God, what would my parents say? They wouldn't say anything actually, because they'd be dead.of shame! And 
what would the record company do? | don't think this sort of thing exactly ties in with the image they want us 
to project. 


| can't help but blame myself, | started all this. Well, | don't know if | awoke something in him or just fanned an 
existing flame, but | definitely made the first move. It began with the boots. | had (still have, somewhere) this 
really awesome pair of zebra striped black and white thigh high boots. The way he stared at me when | wore 

them, fuck, it was like he wanted to eat me alive. So one night | wore them to bed for him, just the boots, 


nothing else. 


| should have known | was starting something then. After that first time he got a bit bolder, started bringing 
me other shoes to wear. | could handle that, it wasn't too different to what we wore on stage. Then came the 
stockings he wanted me to wear with the shoes. They're just like socks for ladies right? | could handle that. 
Then came the panties and the soft silk nightgowns, tiny insubstantial things which | was worried he'd tear to 
pieces. | wasn't sure about that but Id done the other stuff, | couldn't say no now. It just seemed like a 


natural progression. And now here | am, wearing a dress and heels and waiting.just waiting. 


Fuck, this time | definitely saw something move. That's it! I'm closing all the blinds. No-one is going to see me 


dressed like this. 


| try to move quickly but my heels keep slipping over the kitchen tiles. Fuck, these aren't as easy to walk in as 
the ones we wear on stage. They're actual women's shoes see, the heels are thinner and the bottoms have no 


traction. They're new; at least Nikki got the size right this time. 


Ok, that's better. | feel a bit safer now. | take a few deep breaths in and out, try to calm myself down. | run 
my hands over the fabric of my dress, smooth out some wrinkles. | do like the dress, even if I'd never admit 
this to Nikki. He does seem to have good taste in women's clothing. 


| thought it was ugly the first time | saw it. It looked all baggy and shapeless, it was too long and the neckline 
was too conservative for either of our tastes. | wrinkled my nose, this had to be another one of his stupid 


impulse buys. He begged me to just try it on though, so | did. 


And | was right: it was a saggy, ugly mess. But there was something about it which made me realise there 
was a lot of potential here. | think it was the colour, it's a dark, dusky pink that I've never seen anywhere else. 
Nikki said it reminded him of the colour of my ass after a good spanking (his words, not mine). What a fucking 


romantic! 


He grabbed a thick belt out of the closet and used it to pull the dress in tight around my waist, and | mean 
really tight, | could hardly breathe! Then he took a pair of scissors and hacked off about 3 inches from the 
hem so it fell at my knees and made some lines in chalk at the neckline. After that he practically ripped it off 
me and rushed off, taking it with him clutched close to his chest like he was some sort of mutant squirrel 


with a cross dressing fetish. 


| didn't see it for ages after that, | sort of forgot about the whole thing. Then yesterday there it was, laid out 
on our bed, with a slip for underneath and a new pair of black heels and a matching belt. All the alterations 
which Nikki had haphazardly done in our bedroom had been finished and improved on, the hem was sewn 


together, there was lace around the new, lower, neckline and something had been done to the sleeves as well. 


| felt my stomach drop; | had the feeling Nikki wasn't going to be one wearing this. | asked where he'd gotten it 
fixed. He'd just laughed. 


"Never underestimate the importance of a skilled and discrete tailor," he'd said 
| think | might have that engraved on my tombstone. 


Fuck, where is Nikki by the way? | hope his doesn’t think I'm going to sit here all fucking day waiting for him. | 
have heaps of really important stuff to do! | have a library book to return and a letter to post! I'm a busy 


guy! 


To pass the time | pick up the letter Nikki left me this morning and re-read it, not that it offers me any clues 


as to his plans for me and my new outfit. 


Morning Baby, 

Get dressed 

Put on make-up. 

Wait for me down stairs 
| have a surprise for you 


Love, 


N 


What did | tell you, he's such a romantic. Really knows how to make a girl feel special, he does. He even drew a 
little smiley face and a love heart after the ‘N' for me, | am sooooo lucky. All of five seconds work, all for 


Vince! 


| put down the letter. Smooth it out. Fold it back into its creases. Unfold it again. Get up. Try walking in the 


heels. Almost fall over when | attempt a turn. 


Fuck, I'm booooored. If he isn't here soon I'm gonna just get changed and go over to Tommy's house. He might 


be doing something really exciting, like having a Tupperware Party. 


There's three sharp knocks on the front door. | almost trip over from the shock of it. Jesus Christ, that'd 
better be him. | check though the peep hole before | open the door: it is him, thank God. 


What is that he's wearing? 


| open the door, making sure l'm standing behind it so no-one can see me from the street. He doesn't come in 


though. What the fuck is he waiting for? Does he just like to torture me? 

"Good Morning Miss," he says, "You called for a plumber?" 

Oh sweet Jesus, | should have known. 

"Yes. Yes | did, come inside now." Gotta get him off the street before the neighbours see! 

He saunters in and stands in the hall, looking around as if he didn't know the place. He's such a haml | close the 
door and lock it, turning the dead bolt just to be on the safe side. | lean up against the cool wood, take a look 


at his costume. Blue overalls and work boots, a tool box. Hmph, why are his outfits always so comfortable? 


"So where's the problem," Nikki asks, "Didn't you say something about a leak in the bedroom?" He waggles his 
eyebrows at me when he says bedroom. 


Ooooh, so he thinks its going to be that easy, does he? Well Plumber Sixx has another thing coming! 
"No. The problem's in the kitchen, under the sink" Ha HAH, take that! 


| walk past, letting the dress brush against his leg on the way. | make sure he sees me flick my eyes up his 
body and bite my lip as | walk past. He'll be sorry for making me wait. 


"The kitchen's this way," | say over my shoulder, "What did you say your name was?" 

"Its Nick" 

Wow. Mr Originality. 

‘It's a pleasure to meet you, Nick. I'm." Fuck, | forgot to think of a name, ".Vi-vian. Yeah, my name's Vivian" 
"That's a pretty name." 


"Thank you. In here please," | walk into the kitchen, gesture that he should follow and point to the kitchen sink, 
“There's a leak in the pipes under there | think" 


Hee hee, | don't think he was expecting this. Nikki just stares at the sink and shifts his weight, looks back at me 


qui zzically. 


Its not going to fix itself," | say, sitting down at the kitchen table and crossing one leg over the other. He just 
stares at my legs; it's a good thing | got them waxed. 


Never underestimate the importance of a skilled and discrete waxist, Nikki. 
Actually, | think that might go on my tombstone. 
‘lm not paying you by the hour, Nick” 


"Um, Ok." He gives me a look as if to ask where l'm going with this. To be honest, | don't really know, | just 


want to see him try to fix an unbroken sink. 


He gets down on his knees and opens the cupboard under the sink, takes a look at the pipes. I'm beginning to like 


these overalls of his. His butt looks awesome, | have to say. 


"I can't really see the problem Vivian. Maybe you should come over here and show me what's been bothering 


you." 


"Keep looking, I'm sure you'll find it," | say back, pulling a cigarette out of a pack on the table and lighting it. 

| lean back into the seat, thoroughly enjoying the calming effect of the nicotine. Everything's alright now | have 
him where | can see him, now | know what's in his sick mind. The power balance has shifted slightly in my 
favour and he knows it. 

| know he knows it because of the way he's looking at me, crouched down on the kitchen tiles by the sink. He 
stares but doesn't move, his eyes follow my cigarette as | move it up to my lips, they follow my legs as | get 
up and walk across the kitchen to get an ashtray and they follow me back to the kitchen table. his fingers 
twitch, sweat breaks out on his brow. | bet those overalls are starting to get tight. 

"| like your dress," he whispers, eyes unblinking. 

"Thank you, Nick. My late husband bought it for me." 

| always come up with my best material under pressure. 


"You're a widow? How did your husband die?" 


"He was killed in Vietnam," | bring my hand to my face, as if to wipe away a tear, "his plane was shot down by 


the Nazis." 
Nikki suddenly looks down, he makes a strange choking noise. When he looks up again his face is red. 
"You're husband was killed in the Vietnam War..by Nazis?" 


Oooh, that doesn't sound right. History was never my best subject in high school. | feel a blush rising in my 
cheeks. 


It was a very confusing time." 


"Apparently so," he replies. He stands and starts to close the distance between us, "Do you get lonely, Vivian? 


Without a husband?" 


Fuck, | wasn't going to let him win so quickly. He has the upper hand again and he's moving fast so he doesn't 
lose it. Fuck, I'm trapped! 


S.sometimes | do." My voice comes out small, weak. | stand from the breakfast table and try to back away, 


almost tripping over one of the other chairs. 


"You don't have to be lonely, my darling." He's right over me now. He grabs me by the wrist and pulls me in 
tight to his body, pressing his other hand to my lower back. Jesus Christ, | knew | shouldn't have let him 
watch ‘Gone with the Wind' Then he's kissing me and, oh, | feel giddy. His tongue is soft and warm, wrapping 


around my own, 
Then it changes, the kiss becomes harder, he grabs my bottom lips between his teeth and rubs it until its 
raw. | struggle, rubbing against the rough denim of his overalls. There's a haze in front of my eyes when he 


pulls back 


"That dress. So fucking hot, baby." His mouth comes down and attacks my neck in several places. Each time he 


pulls away | bring my hand up to touch the place his mouth covered to make sure l'm not bleeding. 

"You like that, huh? Shit, you keep rubbing up against me like that and I'm gonna cum in my fucking pants." 

| was planning on saying something witty back, something sharp and cutting which would throw him off balance 
and put me back in command. But all that came out of my mouth when | opened it was a sad, breathy little 
‘aaah: Fuck, | should be getting used to this by now. 

His hands are running up and down my sides, he plucks at the fabric under his fingers. He starts inching the 
dress up, gathering it into his hands as he slowly exposes my thighs. When it's high enough he grabs my ass 
through the slip and gives me a squeeze. 


"You like this, sweetheart? You like me dressing you up like a girly? Hmm? You fucking love it, don't you?" 


"Ah, fuck Nikki. Don't make me say it" He keeps kneading at the flesh of my buttocks. | know | can't get away 


from him by conventional means so | try another tactic. 
| relax myself completely against his body, mould myself against him. | coo and kiss his neck, he loves that. 


"Let's go upstairs Nick." 


He picks me up in his arms and carries me. | rub my hands over his chest, batt my eyelashes a little. Up the 
stairs, down the hall, into our bedroom he carries me and then lays me down on the bed. 


"Will you help me get out of my dress?" | ask. | sit up and gesture to the zip down the back, unbuckling the 
belt by myself as he works the dress open. Our hands meet as he slips it over my head and | turn to let him 
kiss me. Still kissing, he pushes my body down onto the bed, lies on top of me and pulls my legs around his 


waist. 

"Baby," he whispers, "I love it when you're like this." 

"Like what?" | run a hand down his back, look into his eyes. 
"When you're a good girl." 

Good girl. I'll give him good girll 


"Baby, lay down for me. I'll give you a back rub. You deserve it for working so hard," | say, tugging at his 
overalls. He gives a small triumphant grin, thinking he's got me in the palm of his hand and begins to pull off 
his boots and the denim overalls. 


He throws them off and lays belly down on the bed, gripping onto the bars of the headboard as is his habit. 
My eyes fall on the handcuffs we have hanging there, one ring is attached to the headboard, the other hangs 
empty. | was hoping for this. 


| start rubbing his back, using a little hand lotion from the bedside table to ease my way. | work his shoulders 
and upper arms till | feel him start to melt into the bed. His head is turned on its side to face me, | can see 


the sleepy dreamy look in his eyes taking over. Time to make my move. 


"IIl just get some more massage lotion, baby," | whisper, giving his cheek a stroke with one finger. | lean down, 
feel under the bed for my target. Ah HAH, there it is, thank God it's still where we left it from last time. Now 


| have to move quickly. 
| pull myself back to sitting up on the bed and straddle his back, start massaging his shoulders and arms again 


Working further and further down his arms, slowly so he won't suspect, he never sees it coming. With a flash 


and a click it's done. His left wrist now firmly attached to the bed. 


"What the fuc-" is all he manages to get out before | deliver my master stroke. His head snaps back and he 
screams as the whip hits his upper thighs. 


| leap off the bed with a laugh that even | have to admit is a bit of a cackle. 


‘| gotta say, Nikki baby, this was the best birthday present you ever got me," | crow, brandishing the small 
riding crop in front of his face before slipping in between his thrashing limbs and delivering another blow to his 


buttocks. 
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, Vince?!" he snaps, tugging at the cuff. 


"Ah, ah, ah, baby. The name's Vivian. Looks like you got a little more than you bargained for this time round, 
huh?" 


He tries to stand but is constrained by the handcuff on his wrist. He snarls, takes a swing at me with his free 
arm. | laugh again and float away, being careful to never get within grabbing distance. | will admit there are 
some flaws in my plan. Ideally all of his limbs should be confined but I'll take just being able to keep him in 
place for a while. 

Besides, | have speed on my side. He's a big guy, muscular and strong now he's given up the smack and all that 
muscle slows him down. l'm surprised how easy it is to slip between his flailing arm and kicking legs and deliver 
the crop to his flesh. 

SMACK 

A red line appears on lower back 

SMACK 

Another appears on his buttocks. 

SMACK 

One to the thighs. 

SMACK 

Fuck, it's hot how he groans like that. 

SMACK 

| love it when he cries out my name. 

SMACK 


He's not fighting it anymore. Good boy. 


"Have you learned your lesson, baby?" | simper, running the leather tongue of the crop along the length of his 


Jaw. 


He doesn't reply, his breath is heavy and his eyes are clouded with lust. | tap him with the crop so he rolls 
over to lie on his back and | run the end of it down his body. His cock looks painfully hard, the head purple with 
need. | gently brush the whip over it too, watching as it smears his precum. He moans and his hips jerk 


upwards. 

"Well, have you learned your lesson?" | ask again, a bit firmer now, so he knows | mean business. 
"What..exactly..am |..supposed to be..learning?" 

| smile down at him, lean in close to his ear. 

"Never make me wait, baby." 

He shivers when | lick his ear but makes no move to grab me, | still have the crop in hand. 

| climb onto the bed and straddle his hips. I'm still wearing the white silk slip he got for me to wear under the 
dress and | lift it for him showing him my cock | stroke myself a few times for him, he puts one hand on my 
thigh and licks his lips. 

"You want me to sit on your cock, sweetheart?" | whisper. 

"Ye-es," he croaks out. 

| know | have him where | want him now, | don't need the whip anymore. | throw it across the room and grab a 
tube of lubricant out of the bedside table's draw. | pour some onto my fingers and reach behind to prepare 
myself. That's the only problem with being dominant; you have to do all the work. 

He groans and thrusts his hips up as | finger fuck myself. It only takes me a little while to get me ready, | 
know | have to move fast anyway or he's going to come before | can even get started. | pour more lube on his 
cock and then position myself over it. Using his shoulders to brace myself | slide myself down, impale myself 
on his cock 

Nikki wails out and throws his head around as | sink down onto him. | start to rock back and forth, just enjoying 
the feeling of being impossibly full. Fuck, | love being on top. Changing position slightly shifts the angle of his 
cock inside me so he's hitting my prostate. | cry out as well 

He grabs my cock and starts jerking me off in time to my rocking. Then we're moving faster and faster, I'm 
grinding hard against his hips now. He starts crying out my name, just saying it over and over again till it 
becomes almost hypnotic, like a chant: 

Soon | can't hear his words, we're just fucking mindlessly. | lean over him and grip his shoulders as | feel the 


coiling heat in my groin being to unwind and thrash through me, sending me over the edge into wonderful 


oblivion. 


Somewhere, in the back of my mind, | hear him scream. 


Then it's over. I'm shaking and slick with sweat, the slip is clinging to my skin in patches. | pull myself off his 
prick, he whines in protest, and flop down on the cool sheets beside him. We both pant silently for several 
minutes. 


"Baby?" he asks, voice hoarse. 

"Wha 2" 

"Where are the keys, babe?" 

"What keys?" | murmer, putting a hand to my face. | feel so flushed all of a sudden 

"The keys to the cuffs, Vince." 

Oh right, the cuffs. | groan in annoyance. Why does he need them right now? | get up on shaky legs and pull 
myself over to my dresser. | keep the key in my jewellery box. All real men have jewellery boxes, just so you 
know. | find it and throw it onto the bed, he snatches it up and unlocks himself. 

| collapse back onto the bed. | have a brief moment of apprehension as | consider what he might do to me now 
he's free, but | push it to the back of my mind. All the tension and nerves from before, not to mention the 
exertion of our..ahem..lovemaking, have worn me to the bone. I'll probably be asleep for any elaborate revenge 
fantasies of his. 

| am pleasantly surprised though when he pulls me into his strong arms and strokes my hair. Ahh, this is why 
he wanted the cuffs off. | can deal with that. He starts to whisper sweet nothings in my ear, | only half listen. 


One sentence sticks in my mind though, fills me with what almost feels like dread: 


"You're definitely wearing this one again" 


